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over Epsom Downs a glory of sun, big clouds
wheeling, yellow and green caravans with shafts
in the gorse. . . .
A police sergeant stands with his thumbs in his
belt, the advance guard of a great army of authority,
directing the tent-makers and the carpenters to their
places ; and when the gipsies are not looking at him
he looks at them, as a dog looks at an uncertain cat.
I alone, on that which will soon be the world's
battlefield of hope, stand beside the winning-post,
and wonder . . . wonder . . . wonder what half
the world is wondering—who is going to win the
Derby.
I stand there thinking of the thousands of pounds
that will be lost and won among the dandelions,
regarding the placid, empty stands, the white
rails, the uneven switchback of the course, and the
critical curve of Tattenham Corner. A little girl
is picking daisies on the course ; there is a sound of
hammering from the right, and from the left the
tinkle of beer bottles unloaded from a van.
How dead the Derby course is, how difficult to
realize that within four days they will be thinking
about it in the Congo, in the back blocks of Australia,
in the South Sea Islands—wherever there is a Briton
to c get up' a sweepstake ! How unconscious it is
of human affairs ; the two butterflies that flicker
low over the grass seem at that moment of more
consequence than the unknown winner of the race.
I come out among the gorse bushes. As soon as
I appear on the skyline there is a scattering round
the nearest caravan, and I see a baby hurriedly
given a place in the forefront of a sitting group of
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